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with a start of dismay. Again the dread seized her
that something to do with her fierce act in the dream
might be revealed, and her character in the eyes of
the most useful friend she had ever had be ruined
irretrievably.

Mrs. Lodge urged, and Rhoda finally assented,
though with much misgiving. Sad as the journey
would be to her, she could not conscientiously stand in
the way of a possible remedy for her patron's strange
affliction. It was agreed that, to escape suspicion of
their mystic intent, they should meet at the edge of
the heath at the corner of a plantation which was
visible from the spot where they now stood.